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'Dura. A giltMutmeggc. 

Ber. A Lemmon* 

Lon. Stucke with Cloues. 

Bum. Noclouen. 

Brag. The Armipotent Mars of Lamces the almighty , 

Gat/e Hettor a gift, the heire of Ilhon ; 

tA man fo breathed , that certaine he -would fight: yea 

from morns till nightyout of his P auillion • > 

I am that Flower. 

Bum . That Mint. 

Long. That Cullambine. 

Brag. Sweet Lord LonganiU, reins chy tongue. 

Lon. I mutt rather glue it the feme; for it runs againft He&irl. 
jD urn. I) and Bettor's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten. 

Sweet chuckes,beat notthebonesofthe buried : 

But I will forward with my deui ce • 

Sweet Royaltic beftow on me the fence of hearing, 

Berowne 'fieps forth. 

fgu. Spcakc braue Heft or, we are much delightedo 
Brag. I doe adore thy fwectGaces flipper. 

Boy. Loucsherby the foot. 

B urn. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. This Hector farre furmounted Hannibal!. 

Thepartieis gone. 

Clow, Fellow fl^,(hcis gone; flic is two moncthsonses 
way. 

Brag. What meaneft thou? _ , 

Clow. Faith vnlcffe you play the honeftTroyan,tnep© 
Wench is caft away sihe’squicke, the child brags in her e y 
already :tis yours. 

Brag. Doll thou infamonize me among Potentates . 

Thou lhalt die. . 

Clow. Then (hall Hettor be whipt (pt la^aenettamis 
quicke by him, and hang’d for Pompey t xhM is dead by * 

Bum. Moil rare Pompey'. 

Boy, Renowned Pompey, 

Bcr. Greater then great, great, great, great, Pompey", j om, 7 
the huge. 


ismoued'more Atees more Atees (line them, 

orflirrethemon. 

T) urn. Hettor will challenge him. 

Ber. I,if a’haue no more mans blood in’s belly, then will fup 

3 Bras. By the Ncrth.pole I do challenge thee. 

S'/Cl will not fight with a pole like a Nortnern man ; ile 
flafli , lie doc it by the iword : 1 pray you let me borrow my 

Annes againe. 

Roorae for the incenfcd Worthies* 

Clo. He doe it in my (feirt. 

Bum. Moil refolute Pompey. 

Pag. Matter, let roe take you a butten hoole lower : Do you 
not fee Pompey is vacating for the combat: what meane you ? 
you will lofe your reputation. 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers pardon me,I will not com# 
bat inmy (hire, 

Bu. You may not denieit, Pompey hath made the challenge.. 
Brag. Sweet blood?, I both may, and will. 

Ber] What reafon haue you for’c ? 

Brag. The naked truth of it is, I haue no ihirt. 

I go woolwardfor penance. 

Boy. True, and it was inioyued him in Romeiot want of Lin- 
nen : fince when, lie befworne he wore none,but a difliclout of 
Iaquencttas , and that he wcares next his heart for a fauour. 

Enter a Meffenger^Jrtounfier Mar cade. 

Mar • God faueyou Madame. 

J^U, Welcome (JKarcade, but that thou interrupted our 
merriment. 

Marc. I amforrie Madam, for the newts I bring is hcauyy 
in my tongue. The King your father. 

Jhc. Dead for my life. 

.Mar. Euenfo: My tale is told.. 7 

Ber. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 

Brag. F or mine owne part, I breath free breath: I hauefeene 
the day of wrong, through the little hole of diferetion, and I ' 
Will right my felfelikea Souldier. Exttnt Worthies, 

Kin. Hdw (arc’s your JMaieftie? * 
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